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Irresistible Bitch 


Author's Notes: 
Everyone on the Floydslash Livejournal was agog with excitement over this lovely video and for good reason. So 


naturally | took it upon myself to write some much needed smut-enjoy! 


"Dave - stop, everyone stop! Dave, you came in too early again" 


Could the bastard blame me? Normally | would've gotten snappy and made an excuse for myself but | couldn't 
be arsed at the moment. No, there were only two things | could focus on at the moment: |.) Roger clad in only 
his underwear and 2) how | could stand in such a way that Rick wouldn't see my hard-on across the stage. 


Thank God for the guitar... 


Oh fuck, he was bending over for what seemed like the hundredth time while | forced myself to tear my eyes 
from the view (quite a feat) The weather was so fucking hot ..| wished we were down in all that lovely cool 
blue water again. | was overheating in more ways than one. It seemed that each glance Roger gave me today, 
regardless of how stern, was like a current that shot directly down to my cock and forced it to stand at 
attention. That expanse of beautiful naked skin was all too much - we'd spent all day at the beach yesterday 


and Roger had gotten a tan the shade of milky coffee, which complimented him quite nicely. | could almost feel 
all the warm, comfortable heat radiating from his body across the stage. 


"Coo-ey!" Steve waved daintily up at us. "It's four. We're gonna get some drinks and go back to the hotel." 


Nick hastily jumped to his feet and was gone before | could bat an eye, followed close behind by Rick. | was 
about to set my guitar down and do likewise ‘til | noticed that Roger wasn't paying any attention to Steve's 
announcement. And if | wasn't mistaken, he was glancing at me slyly out the corner of his eye. That kept me 


rooted to the spot. 

"You lot go ahead. Weill probably walk down to the beach or something. 
"Suit yourself. Just make sure you're back here by six, alright?" 
"Right 


Roger looked up and gave him a nod, then returned to noodling about on his bass but | could swear there was 
the slightest of smiles playing over his lips. The crew, families, and hangers-on slowly filtered out of the 
theater until the two of us were quite alone. 


"Shall we," he cleared his throat and propped his bass up, "go down to the beach then?" 


"If that's what you want.." | eyed him predatorily, obviously, and he pretended to ignore it, strolling down the 
stairs nonchalantly. Oh Christ, he was being a little tease! | set my guitar down and followed, taking note that 
he was making his way toward the chair that his discarded clothes had been tossed on. "Rog, if you put your 


clothes back on, I'll never speak to you again 


"Excuse me?" he cocked an eyebrow and picked up his trousers anyway, fishing through his pocket for 
something. Without thinking what he could possibly be looking for, my mind could only manage simple equations 


such as Roger + trousers = no sex. 


At this | shot forward and grabbed him by the wrists, forcing him to drop the garment and backing him up ‘til 
he was trapped against the front of the stage. He just laughed and pretended to struggle, writhing in my grip 
like a great snake, inadvertently brushing up against the front of my jeans. "Oh, you are worked up aren't you?" 
He pushed his hips against mine and | could feel that | wasn't the only one getting more than a bit excited. 
"What were you planning on doing with that thing?" 


"You're being a right slut today, you know that?" | caught his lips with mine and released my grip on his 
wrists, fingers trailing lower to slip down the front of his elastic waistband instead. He made a sound of 


approval against my mouth, tracing his palms over my chest and belly, occasionally stopping to tweak a nipple. 


"If you don't ask, you don't get, do you? So why are your pants still on?" he broke away to brush my hair out 
of the way and nip at my ear playfully, tracing the shell with his tongue. 


“Cause l'm not wearing any underwear." My laugh was cut short with a delighted gasp when Roger's teeth 


found that bit of skin just beneath the lobe. He slipped his hands in my back pockets and squeezed. 
"Like | said." 


A bit more of this until Roger seemed to sense and share my impatience. He took my hand and led me toward 


the back of the theater where there was a small patch of ricely shaded grass beneath a tree. 
"Take off your trousers and lie on your back" Always the director ..| cocked an eyebrow. 
"What are you planning on?" 


"Just do what | say." He stripped off himself and | could tell that for all his supposed self-confidence, he was 
feeling a bit awkward at the way | stared at him so obviously. It was the first time I'd seen Roger naked 
outside of a dimly lit hotel room and | must say, it was worth the wait. | could feel a big grin creeping over 
my face and | absolutely couldn't suppress it. | thought of asking him to turn around but | didn't want to take 


my chances. 


‘Christ, Rog," | muttered, frustrated with my inability to take everything in at once. "I never thought I'd say 
this to you of all people but you're fucking gorgeous." 


"Fuck off." he murmured. "Your turn" 


| readily complied and could tell that Roger was eyeing me up admiringly, just as I'd done to him. | lay on my 
back as instructed and my band mate wandered over and knelt beside me. It wasn't until now that | noticed 
he'd had a small tube clutched in his palm and | realized this was what he'd been looking for in his trouser 


pocket earlier. Jesus, he must have been planning on a shag since he got dressed this morning. 

He uncapped it, squeezed some into his palm, and wrapped his long, alien fingers around my cock, gently stroking 
and coating it with lube. | lay back and sighed contentedly, reveling in the cool grass beneath my naked body, 
the outdoor air, Roger's attentions... always did prefer outdoor sex. | should have been nervous that someone 
would come back and see us like this but at the moment | could have cared less. Roger saw me watching his 
face and he gave me a lopsided grin before pausing in his ministrations. He shifted so that he straddled my lap, 
sitting on my belly at the moment. Heavy, but nice. 

"Have you ever fucked a bloke like this?" 

"No, only girls.” 

"Well, | guess it's basically the same idea. You just lie back and | do the work, right?" 


"Right then" | took a deep breath as he shifted just over my lap, holding my cock steady and trying to align 


himself with it. "Can | help?" 


"I can do it myself" he snapped in typical Roger fashion. Once | felt the head brush against his entrance, | used 
every ounce of self-control not to suddenly thrust up and impale him right there. Biting down on his lip, he 


gradually began to ease me inside, occasionally emitting delicious little moans, eyes tightly shut. 


"Oh God." We hadn't even started and already | was ready to burst. He was sitting on me once again, regaining 
his composure while | just continued to stare at him. Completely unbelieving of just how lucky | was to be 
fucking this beautiful bassist, sprawled out in the open on soft grass in lovely San Tropez. 


" Youre ready, | take it?" 


"Fucking go already." | hissed. It was a bit awkward at first as my cock kept slipping out but each time | tried 
to help by replacing it, Roger would slap my hands away. Fair enough. Once we were both able to get into the 
rhythm, however, the sensation was incredible. I'd never penetrated him quite so deeply and there can be no 
words to describe what being to completely inside him was like. For Roger's part, he let out a delighted gasp 

each time he came down to the hilt and | hit his pleasure spot. 


Eventually | was sick of not being able to touch him, so | held onto his hips gently, those exquisite bones jutting 
out against my palms. Roger didn't seem to have any problem with this and settled his hands on my chest, 
using my body as leverage while he built up speed, faster and faster. Oh God, so hot down here and Roger so 
animated up there. Each gasp, each moan was like cheesecake drizzled in warm chocolate. Fuck, | wanted to eat 
him all up until there was nothing left. The heavy lids, the loose lips, the labored breaths and smooth flesh, and 
wild bucking hips were making me ravenous. He was getting there, | could tell. Starting to tremble, thrusting 
faster and harder. 


Meanwhile my toes curled and | was starting to grip his hips even harder, nearly losing sight of him through 
the bright beams of sunlight filtering through the leaves above us. Perhaps God was smiling down on us for a 
job well done? | just barely heard my name on his breath before he shook, shook, shook, then came over both 


our bellies. 
"Fuck, Rog!" | sobbed. "Oh, fuck-" 


Before he had time to recover from his own orgasm, mine followed on its heels and he groaned with a certain 
finality when he felt me coming inside of him. My fingers were probably going to leave welts on his skin but | 
couldn't care right then and | doubt he did either. When | stopped shaking, he slowly slumped down against my 
chest, face buried in my neck. The sharp rise and fall of his chest was strangely calming and while | still had 
the energy, | urged his chin up. He stared at me questioningly with that delicious shagged-out look plastered on 
his features before | gave him a quick peck on the corner of his mouth. He smiled and returned the favor, 


nuzzling my nose with his in an incredibly unfamiliar but sickeningly sweet way. 


"| feel like a gin and lemon. You?" 


‘Only if you're paying." 


